DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
recent past? Even the Germans, who cherish their military
traditions just as much as you do, and perhaps more, have made
no attempt to restore pre-war uniforms. They have fully accepted
the implications of progress, of mechanization. Their soldiers
loot just as well in the modern uniforms. Why send the Scots
Greys out looking like Lady Butler? If you love the past and its
uniforms so much, then do the thing properly* Send them out in
powdered wigs and three-cornered hats. Or in armour and battle
axes* Or dress them in skins, paint them with woad, and give
them clubs. But why these Crimean or Afghan or South African
•uniforms, or whatever they are?
Tin soldiers, trotting round the tan arena. Even the public that
day felt the lack of reality; only two months before, roaring petrol-
driven hordes had crashed into Vienna, outside the placards were
telling how the Czechoslovaks were manning their frontier
defences. Languid applause followed the red coats as they jingle-
jangled out of the arena.
Then the big doors were flung open wide and with a zlpp and a
roar the motor-cyclists raced in* Goggles, Crash helmets. Scream-
ing exhausts. Flying dust. The audience sat up as if it had had a
dose of strychnine. Here was the spirit of our contemporary times,
the man on the machine. This was real, this they understood.
Speed, noise, the smell of petrol, dust-clouds. This was 1938,
The electriq feeling which quickened pulses impart to the air, filled
the great hall, A volley of cheering followed the riders as they
sped out and the doors closed behind them*
A faint noise as of seagulls, swelling as the big doors opened
again to a music that grew and grew until it filled every nook and
cranny of the hall and the massed bands of the Scottish regiments
marched in. Here were uniforms that had history woven into their
tartans, music that told of battle and siege and victory and death
and Scottish hijls and valleys, men who looked straight bred and
marched with a step and a swing that held and fascinated the eye*
How have the Scots contrived to keep their costume and their
music and their traditions and their feeling of nationhood intact,
while the English have lost all these things?

